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FROM A GERMAN FOREST. 

BELOVED Classmates in 1912 — (or, rather, for fear you 
might suspect that I am going to be unrestrained and 
emotional, and therefore abstain from reading me) — ^gentle- 
men — what I have to say concerns you. I am painfully aware 
that I am not your official spokesman ; and God knows whether 
you'll feel flattered at my presumption, but last summer, for 
a single hour, I summed you up in me, and saw and felt our 
life — I should say divined, for it seemed almost prophetic — 
with a clarity still compelling. You know, how, after a short 
sojourn from college — even after the walk of a Sunday after- 
noon, be it a stretch of road laid behind, or an ascent for a 
view of the sail-dotted Sound — matters seem different, simpler, 
certain obsessions dwarfing themselves beside the really im- 
portant issues? Isn't it as if fresh air had transmuted blood 
into fire, and summoned from the lungs earth-embracing 
breaths ? So it was with me one summer morning, wandering 
in the brown-green, profound Schwartzwald. I hold you now, 
drowsy fragrance of pines, and breeze that sailed gleaming 
clouds above the tree-tops, and gave languid rhythm to the 
boughs. The flickering sunshine painted momentarily the 
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bark of the thick-set trees, and touched the fragile, pallid grass 
through which the soil shone reddish. I threw myself on the 
moss beside tiny, stellated flowers. Audible only the gurgle 
of a spring commingled with the distant creaking of a heavy 
cart drawing its freight of lumber down toward Herrenwies' ; 
— ^beyond the trees that descended the slope there was visible 
a little clear dell, and through the pool of sunlight could have 
pranced upon her white steed, without surprising me, the sor- 
ceress Loreley. And there, in all that tranquility of earth, I 
drew in, as with a physical sensation, the realization that the life 
of our class, taken individually or as typical of all classes in the 
Yale of our day, is unworthy. She holds us all, that strong 
Mother Yale, in constant embrace, and I dreamed of her, and 
pondered, and then an illumination took place within me. 
"We have only one year more," thought I, "and here we are, 
in spite of all our good qualities — complacent, self-satisfied, 
and dead." 

By this time a large percentage of my small reading public 
will have made up their minds concerning the sentiments that 
motivated me in writing this article, and turn pages. Believe 
me, that spirit plays no part in my attitude. If I did not con- 
sider you — well, you're too conceited already — and that's why 
it's vital we realize once and for all wherein we are empty. 
Your virtues are many — lack of false sentiment, whole-hearted 
love of athletics, healthy ideas in regard to women, good citi- 
zenship. But there are things that exalt life into a poem, there 
are things that glorify and console, there are spiritual windows, 
and we know them not. For we are dead. We have no 
individuality, we have no imagination, no love for art, 
enthusiasm for little besides sport, absolutely no passion, 
neither for God nor Man. We crave one thing with heart, soul, 
and mind — social distinction. It is not entirely our own fault. 
Do you remember long, long ago, as impossibly far back as 
prep, school, how parents, friends, alumni, all the generation 
that values little save salutations, began dinning in the ideal of 
social success? "Don't queer yourself," they said, "get in right 
with the right set; if you don't make certain things you're a 
failure !" The opening of Freshman year — ^the new men listen- 
ing from their darkened rooms to the chorus on the street ; the 
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standard-torches of the singing processions^ the clinging togeth- 
er and emerging of the class; — I wonder whether there were 
even then a dozen men imspoiled enough to appreciate the lyric- 
ism of it, to realize what it significed. And by the time of the re- 
ception in Pwight Hall, while the big men were urging us to do 
something for Yale, we occupied ourselves avoiding introduc- 
tions and resolving what to do for ourselves. Work, work, 
not for love of it, not because we loved rowing or writing, not 
because we craved certain friendships, but because we wanted 
to get somewhere, to see ourselves rewarded with success. "The 
family wants it; who wants to be nobody; all that is worth 
while, after all, is social recognition ; devil take all that won't 
further us 1" And that is an ideal. 

Now, after three years, let's have a look at us. Between the 
faculty and the social system we have been moulded into a 
type. The attitude of the faculty has always been a fascinating 
riddle to me. At times it would seem that it has taken the later 
Tolstoi seriously, and has decided to throw out Beethoven so 
that we may all be simple, unsophisticated moujiks, forgetful 
that it is impossible to improve humanity by depriving it of in- 
tellectual giants ; at others, the policy seems to be a compara- 
tive laissez faire, an attitude of satisfaction with the products of 
a shamefully one-sided system. The entire matter narrows 
itself to the question of real public service. The nation asks for 
bread, and we are allowed to petrify, and develop a sense of 
humor. We are turning out to be a lot of little "pillars of 
society," men of no intellectual prominence. For every bit of 
fire, everything that makes men give all for an idea, that creates 
great enthusiasms, great movements, has been crushed out of 
lis. We have faulty standards — we value men for what they 
don't do, and require really very little of them. The Devil 
wouldn't buy one of our souls. A true conservatism doesn't 
exist, for we dislike not so much reform as we do the idea that 
anyone should have the bad taste to be radical. Have you ever 
wondered why the Criticisms of the News, (and they are plenti- 
ful enough), that are sniggered about, are never cried from 
our housetops? Our democracy is curious, too; Yale is as 
thorough an oligarchy as was ever founded on fear, and that 
the fright of being frowned upon by the powers that be, and 
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consequently becoming nobody. You would think that among 
young men originality, individualism would abound ; but only 
among a few outcasts is any movement perceptible, and the 
average man ignores the ideas of those who have no position. 
Rarely is anyone imaginative, in a society that is continually, 
unconsciously, weaving an epic, full of miniature struggles, 
where, if one will but listen reverently enough there is always 
audible the hiss and clank of the forging of some slender 
Nothung; where one need not strain to become aware of an 
Hippolytos taming in a cloud of dust and gold, a horse, 
winged, perhaps, and half divine. Go and listen for ideas in 
undergraduate conversation! I confess it is pleasing to find 
that the undergraduate body loses no sleep sighing for Aca- 
deme, but it is depressing to find evidence that practically no 
reading is done. In the line of thought our assets are a few 
parlor agnostics and a debating society that evokes flattering 
comparisons with the Oxford Union. The English depart- 
ment 'Speaks of producing authors, but we will have no authors 
while we feel nothing, while a power greater than we cannot 
take the pen from our hands and make us writers of something 
great. For we have been undermining, all the while, every- 
thing that makes for prominence. We shall all be notable a 
little, and none of us very much. We shall all be respectable, 
and adore John R. Mott. And is it possible, classmates mine, 
that any one among you is dissatisfied ? 

"And so you think we would have done better by reading 
Shelley, and playing Schumann, and looking at good pictures," 
cry you, "instead of working for ourselves? We hold up suc- 
cess as an ideal, and you defined pleasure and self-indulgence, 
as if it were very much more to be desired!" No, I am not 
talking aestheticism or subtle emotion. I insist on the love of 
what is fine in art, in thought, in prophesy, only because such 
love is the expression of inward depth and richness and big- 
ness, whereas love of success is the expression of an abysmal 
vulgarity. Love of power bridled with worthy ideals will carry 
you far ; given free rein, will destroy. The nation needs ideal- 
ists far more than it needs good business men. Ideals, I know, 
is an intangible word, associated with Alpine summits. Call 
it what you will — something that comes from the inner heart 
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must direct our efforts away from the pigmy prominence 
toward which we now strive. We must write because we love 
art ; we must act because we love acting and poetry ; we must 
make friends because we crave friendship; we must go to 
prayers because we love God. Believe that it is enough to do 
something fine; believe that virtue rewards itself; love some- 
thing outside of yourself — otherwise your work is worth 
nothing. 

What is to be done about it ? There are among us a number 
of variously disguised blockheads who don't care how matters 
stand; there are some that believe Yale need aspire to little 
besides conserving the Puritan tradition, that its sphere is 
separate from that of Oxford and Berlin ; but there are a few 
who feel keenly that the material now coming to Yale — ^better 
there is none in the country — is not being turned to best advan- 
tage. With this generation you can do little — ^you can tell the 
Freshman class to do what they in their heart of hearts recog- 
nize as the finest thing to do, that nothing else is worth while, 
and they won't believe you ; you can tell your brother, and he'll 
be one in fifty. But if everyone who shares these views would 
embody the ideal that makes for the state of affairs where 

"Each, in his separate star, 
Shall draw the Thing as he sees It, for the God of Things as They Are," 

twenty-five years would see Yale turning out men of greater 
intellectual power and distinction than are now being produced. 
And meanwhile, we in the Senior class, though we may not be 
able to reform the University, can still try to get the News to 
publish important articles and to represent the student-body, the 
Dramat. to resurrect the spirit of its founders, the Lit. heelers 
to write about the things they feel instead of the things they 
think'll take; we can try to enjoy our last year as we should 
have enjoyed the others ; we can try to live out our lives as much 
as it is still possible for us to do so. Even that would be worth 
while ; much more cannot be expected, for it is here in the air, 
that curious influence that makes such splendid slaves of us all. 
It was easy enough for me to be fired with new ideas, new hope, 
new life, in the brooding, wholesome Schwartzwald ; as I sit 
writing here at Caux, with the wide lake, the rugged shoulders 
of the smoke-blue mountains, the cloud-palaces, before me, it 
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seems so easy to trumpet abroad what I believe true; it will be 
easy in Paris to see the value of Yale in culture and artistic 
life, in the realm of pure reason ; even in New York there will 
still be the desire to seize a banner and throw it to the winds in 
defiance ; but I know that once more in New Haven, there will 
be little impulse save to sink back into the same self-satisfaction, 
believing that indifference is better than enthusiasm, that con- 
duct is everything and ideas nothing, careless of all the brave 
things the forest whispered me. 

Paul L. Rosenfeld. 
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. THE SEER. 

Still do the people clamor ? I am old 

And know that all is vain. Am I a seer ? 

And must I still be taunted and reproached 

With that sad striving for an unknown truth 

Which once I thought was life? Come, tell them, then. 

That I have found the peace that is beyond ; 

And ever does the vision haunt me now : — 

There is a mighty river darkly flowing 

Down through the fertile valleys it has carved, — 

Along the dreary swamp-lands it has formed, — 

Toiling mysteriously, time without end : 

Now silent, feeding many a glimmering land, — 

Now moaning slumbrously throughout the night. 

Swollen with many floods. And now behold 

City on city springing to the light 

And gleaming opalescent, on the bays, — 

Drawing their life from off the mighty stream ; 

And lo ! innumerable fleets that ply 

From side to side upon the water's face. 

I hear the strife of many by the shores. 
Some crying that the stream is guided down 
From some still valley in the shadowy hills, 
And others, that it poureth by itself : — 
And even as they struggle, they are gone. 
And now the cities crumble and are gone, 
But still the river toileth ceaselessly. 

/. Fenimore Cooper, Jr. 
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WAR. 

FOR days they had marched; every day, hour after hour, 
through country roads baked hard by the sun. The first 
shuffling feet made a fine powdet of it ; as the regiment passed 
on, grinding and stamping it away, the dust rose in a hazy mist 
that filtered through leather and cloth and even skin till it 
clogged every pore and muscle. The thicker rolling clouds 
sometimes rose head-high, then the soldiers choked and tried, 
dry-mouthed, to spit. Hard clods of dirt slipped into the boots 
that sank ankle-deep in the ruts, bruised the instep for a 
moment, then, crushed into dust, trickled down to heel and sole, 
a slippery, chafing film between foot and shoe. 

Winton trudged on with the others. Sometimes in the early 
morning he felt a slight exhilaration in moving again, but, after 
the stop for eating, the weariness of yesterday and all the days 
before would come again, when all his senses were in his aching 
legs and shoulders. Later he would become sluggish, 
almost unconscious of pain, and then the men on either side of 
him would pat him on the back and say, "Brace up, Johnnie !" 
They always called him Johnnie, but the name, once amusing, 
had ceased even to irritate him. When first he had been called 
it, he had looked up at the man with a sudden smile of pleasure. 
It was the first time he had felt any chance of fellowship with 
the others. But long ago he had lost any desire for friendship ; 
the men soon noticed the fact, and he thought that they left 
him alone. He had grown so used to the big figures beside 
him on the march, with their large, unshaven faces and their 
rough hands, that he scarcely noticed when they tried to cheer 
him up, or even helped him bodily along the road. 

Sometimes when his brain was not very tired, he would think 
over all the past events, and wonder to what they would ever 
lead. He had known war before he left home; it had sur- 
rounded him for the three years before, all the blood and 
thunder of war ; when the windows rattled at the booming of 
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the guns; when the soldiers sometimes tramped in round the 
house after a fight, tired and bleeding, cursing themselves and 
one another, and laughing at the enemy, falling asleep where 
they sat down, but waking in the morning with all the energy 
and bustle of boys ; and once when a solitary man had appeared 
in the door, with the terror of death in his eyes, had spoken a 
word to the woman that cried out as she saw him, and then- was 
gone again into the night. He had seen war, but the glamour 
of it had long since departed; the chivalry of the lance and 
dagger, he knew, was gone, but the excitement still clung round 
it, the fighting, the noise, the running, even the wounds and 
death had called to the spirit within him, and when the time 
came, he had gone to fight. He had gone alone, leaving the 
small estate where he had always lived, leaving the only friends 
he had ever known, going out, a modern Sir Launfal, into a 
strange unknown world to fight the wrong he scarcely under- 
stood. He looked across at the fields and trees along the road, 
with the dust settling down undisturbed over the green ; farther 
away, nothing but the quiet, peaceful woods, and the hot, flat 
stretches where the heat waves rose quivering against the trees, 
and his eyes ached at the sight. Then he looked down at his 
hands and wrists where his sleeves had rubbed the dust in till 
they were brown and stiff with dirt. His neck, too, was sore 
from dirt and chafing, his hair was caked with the dust. The 
uniform, always heavy and soggy now, clung close to his body. 
At times he would loosen it away to let a breath of air in upon 
his skin, but only the clouds of dust sifted down. Night was 
worse. He would fall asleep in the coolness of the evening, 
only to wake shivering in the early morning. His clothes, 
soaked with sweat, were cold and clammy, his shirt stuck 
against his back like a plaster. Then he would hug himself 
tight in his blanket, roll over, and try to doze off again. 

The other men watched him curiously. He had come into 
the regiment alone, he had found no friends on his arrival. 
Most of them, too, came unknowing and unknown, but quick 
if not close friendships had sprung up among them as they sat 
round at night, talking of their early crops which no one would 
attend to, comparing little country farms or city businesses, 
some laughing at the way the horses were cared for in a cavalry 
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regiment they had once camped near, others discussing the 
fames arid abilities of the officers from their several towns. 
Winton never mingled in the conversations. His knowledge 
of their different pursuits was very vague, he was too young 
to know most of the officers personally, and he had none of 
the interest of these clerks and farm-hands in men whose 
names alone he knew. This was a class with which he had 
never associated before ; when he thought of his actions at all, 
he despised himself as a snob, but he felt no attraction and no 
possible means of intimacy. The other men understood better 
than he. They had watched his class all their lives, and they 
forgave his weaknesses. They were sorry for him, too. He 
had come to camp with more energy and exuberance than 
anyone, and they had watched him droop. His spirit was 
not gone, nor his strength, nor even his hope, only his en- 
thusiasm. He no longer smiled at them merrily, even if 
politely, when they all got up in the morning. He had always 
thanked them in a queer formal way for any small service, 
now he only murmured some little perfunctory word; when 
he said nothing, they realized that he probably had not even 
noticed their help. They saw that he felt more at ease by 
himself and they tried to help him avoid them. There was 
not a man there but would probably have doubled his march 
to have saved the boy his share, yet every night as he lay 
trying to sleep while the others still talked, he wondered hazily 
why he could make no friends. 

One or two of the men tried sometimes to get him out of 
his dazed condition. They felt that all he needed was a 
companion, to whom he could talk, with whom he could break 
this endless silence and monotony. Most of the attempts were 
made by his comrade on the march. He was a great hulking 
fellow named Carnaby, whom Winton had instantly charac- 
terized as ^'sloppy'" in his dress, his walk, and his manners, and 
to whom he had taken a sudden dislike. He would talk at 
night for an hour in long, slow sentences on nothing in par- 
ticular, while Winton, repulsed by his very closeness, tried 
indifferently not to look too bored. One night, watching the 
boy closely, he turned his subject to the farm where he had 
lived, to his work there, and his family, especially his mother. 
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As he went on in detail, quite simply, of what she had done 
for them, the thoughts came to Winton of his own home, with 
a thousand remembrances, very far away now. He thought 
of his own family, and he turned his head away. He was 
very tired that night, he feared he might break down. As 
he raised his hand quickly to brush his eyes, the man leaned 
forward. 

"Can't yer cry it out?" he said kindly. "It'll do yer a lot 
of good." 

The boy looked up as if a sudden great understanding had 
come to him. He gazed for a moment at the man, then a flush 
of deep shame came over his face and he dropped his eyes. 

"I'm terribly sorry," he said, and that was all ; but the man 
understood and lumbered away. 

The night was sultry and damp, the next day another 
scorching stretch of marches. Carnaby had glanced at him 
when they fell in, but seeing the same dazed, vacant look again 
on his face, had said nothing. They camped late that day. 
After supper was finished, Winton wandered out from the 
circles of men. In the distance there were hills, some thin 
woods ran down from them almost to the camp, farther up 
the road was a house. There seemed to be a breeze among 
the woods, and Winton walked slowly towards them. He 
heard a rippling sound, and, following, fotmd a little stream 
that dashed along, still with some of its splashing fervor of 
the hills. He pulled off his shoes and socks and kicked his 
aching, raw feet in the cool water. Then suddenly he pulled 
off his clothes and stepped into the stream. For a moment 
he sat in it like a tub, then, putting his arms above his head, 
he lay back flat, letting the water run over his arms, face, 
body, and legs, washing away all the grime and sweat of a 
week. He rose with a sputter, tingling all over for the first 
time in days. He rubbed himself as well as he could, put on 
his clothes with a shudder of disgust, and walked along the 
stream till he came to the house he had seen before. The 
lamps were just being lighted inside, and he could hear children 
being sent to bed. He lay down beside the hedge to listen to 
the voices. He could not see inside, but he could hear the 
children still playing vociferously, and the father trying to 
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usher them upstairs. Finally there was a lull, and *'0n< 
two — three !" then a patter of small feet running up the stairs, 
and heavy steps behind them, wild shrieks of excitement, then 
a man's deep, loud laugh, as the father evidently caught them 
in his arms and swept them along with him. Without any 
reason, Winton put his head down on the ground and sobbed. 
It was what he had needed so long, a real reminder of his 
home, and now the tears came and washed away the dustiness 
from his brain as the water had from his body. 

When he reached camp, he found Carnaby alone and sat 
down beside him. They talked long together, quite openly 
and frankly, each about himself, his troubles and mistakes on 
the march, and then about his life at home. Carnaby told 
him more about his mother, how she objected to his coming 
to the war, and finally of the parting. Winton smiled at the 
childish directions the mother had given, then suddenly asked 
the other how old he was. The man told him — twenty-oile. 

"Why, Fm twenty myself!" exclaimed Winton, and the 
other smiled at his astonishment. But the fact brought home 
to Winton all the more strongly how impossible any friend- 
ship was between him and the men around him. He could 
talk to Carnaby as his kindly protector and helper, but as two 
boys — he smiled to himself at the idea, and then despised him- 
self for smiling. The overwhelming desire came over him for 
a friend, one of his own sort, whom he could understand. The 
next few days of marching undid most of the good he had 
received. The weariness and dustiness settled down again 
over body and soul; once more he felt himself inseparably 
removed from the others. The march ended in three days. 
They had joined the army. The next day, Winton learned, 
there might be a battle, and in the morning, amidst the bustle 
of an army, some of his old excitement returned. But the 
battle did not take place that day, or the next, or the one after. 
Winton felt as if he had been deceived, a sullen disappointment 
swept over him for that long, tiresome, useless march. 

But the battle came at last. The men rose early in the 
morning, and Winton soon realized that it was again only 
another march. They marched over fields where there was 
no dust, but the sickening regularity of the tramping feet worei 
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out his remaining interest quite as well. He could hear guns 
in the distance, but he felt apart from them. Then the regi- 
ment topped a hill, and Winton saw the battle below him. 
They were halted, for how long, he could not tell. They were 
moved on again, nearer the fighting. Again they halted, and 
in a few minutes were joined by a small body of men, all thaf 
were left of a regiment in the last charge. They stood together 
on a little knoll, and Winton's eyes immediately singled out 
one man. He was standing a little behind the others, his cap 
was gone, his shirt was torn open at the neck, his sleeve was a 
little red with blood, but he stood there calmly, smiling a little 
at this band of recruits. Winton looked again at the men 
around him, their scraggly two weeks' beards, their coarse, 
hairy hands. He felt the old repulsion for them at the sight 
of this man whom he suddenly realized he wanted to know. 

The regiment moved forward, the newly-acquired veterans 
with them. Winton strode along with a queer feeling in his 
breast. He knew he was going to fight, but the realization 
of war would not come upon him. He had seen so many 
soldiers in the few years before, so many men carried in 
wounded and dying, while he was perfectly safe, that he still 
felt himself apart from any bloodshed. They were near the 
field, going faster now. He remembered they had been ordered 
to charge, and not to fire uselessly. He could hear the bullets 
now above his head, then he heard something else, a shriek, 
and a few groans beside him. His brain took in nothing, he 
only went on. A moment later Carnaby fell by his side. He 
glanced down at the bulky, huddled figure as he passed along. 
They were still going forward. Somewhere back there his 
left arm had become numb. As the thought slowly reached 
his mind, he looked down at it. Part of the sleeve had been 
torn away, a great piece of flesh had gone with it, and his 
forearm was raw and bleeding. He became suddenly faint, 
not that there was any pain, but the sight of his own blood 
sickened him. He glanced back. One or two men had al- 
ready broken and dropped behind; he had watched them, 
abstractedly. There was the crash of a shell in front, and the 
regiment with one imptdse halted for a moment. Winton 
turned. Behind him was the man he had noticed before, and 
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his eyes were on Winton's white face and white lips. Their 
eyes met, and the man smiled at him, cheerfully, bravely. A 
little blood came to Winton's cheeks, he glanced again at his 
arm, shivered, then turned and went on as the regiment moved 
forward again. A shell dropped in their midst, then another, 
men were falling on every side from the rifle fire. Ahead of 
them was a wall of solid, bursting flame, and the regiment, 
as brave as simple men can be, were hastily dropping back, 
now firing steadily. It took Winton's mind a moment to 
comprehend that they Were no longer advancing. When he 
imderstood, he retreated slowly, but he was already alone. 
He was not afraid ; if he had been going out to fight a single 
man, he would have realized his danger, but in this struggle 
between two peoples, his own life seemed hardly concerned. 
He scarcely looked at the bodies of the men he had known. 
Then suddenly he dropped on his knees beside a man, the man 
he had wanted to know. He lay there quite still, his face 
distorted Winton spoke to him softly, then very gently 
touched his arm. There was no movement. With hopie 
rather than any fear, he tore open the man's coat and shirt 
and laid his hand over his heart The flesh was moist and 
warm, but there was no beat beneath it. He rose to his feet, 
the vacant, dazed look was fast going from his eyes. He gave 
a quick, half-ashamed glance around, then bent again and 
touched the dead man's face, tenderly smoothing out the dis* 
tortions and closing the eyes. He rose again, grasping his 
rifle, and went forward once more. He knew what war meant 
now, he knew the personal hatred for the men who had killed 
his friend. Without need of any orders, and with no more 
in-esolution, he advanced against the battery. The firing had 
ceased since the retreat, and he went forward swiftly. He 
passed beyond the farthest bodies, beyond where any foe had 
come that day. A few figures appeared above the breast- 
works. He dropped on one knee, and picked off two. Then 
with joy in his heart, he went on again. Once ipore he shoul- 
dered his rifle, but before he could fire, he dropped it witii a 
gasp of pain. He staggered to his feet, and went on without 
it. There was another little puff of smoke from the breast- 
works, and he fell. Once more he rose, swaying with the hurt, 
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the desire in his heart to kill with his own hands forcing him 
along. He stumbled on, sobbing with the pain, till a third 
bullet ended his misery and his hope, and this time he lay 
where he had fallen, far in front of all the others, now, as he 
had been all through his war, alone. 

John W. Clark. 
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DANTON ON THE WAY TO EXECUTION. 

Under the window of Robespierre ! 

His eyes stare out through the fast-barred grate 
On the tumbril, the fists and the red-caps there. 

Smile, Robespierre ! for the hour is late, 
And the mob, which thy hirelings animate, 

Like a crimson snake glides after me. 
Yet the love of today is tomorrow's hate, 

And, even as I, thou too shalt be ! 

No more will the Revolution flare; 

From tonight 'twill lie ashen and desolate, 
And my death will leave thee the quaking heir 

To a nation's anger, whose growing weight 
Will crush thy pride and thy tawdry state. 

Though France seems to bend to thy tyranny. 
Yet the guillotine blade — will it hesitate 

When, even as I, thou too shalt be ? 

My life will fade with the sunset glare 

'Neath the Liberty Statue, where await 
The throngs from Saint Antoine — Yea, stare ! 

No coward am I, nor disconsolate. 
My soul shall cling to the dial-plate 

Till the flame we kindled mounts to thee. 
Thou shalt cower, sleek god of the Third Estate, 

When, even as I, thou too shalt be ! 

l'envoi 

Citizen, ready to dedicate 

Thy life and thy lands, that thy state be free, 
Give them, nor grieve at a patriot's fate 

When, even as I, thou too shalt be ! 

/. Edzvard Meeker. 
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THE YELLOW PASSPORT. 

ON the day of Moische Potnik's baptism into the holy 
Russian Church, the streets of the Ghetto were lined with 
his countrymen, reviling him, cursing him, spitting on him in 
their fanatic rage. At home, his mother and Riuke received 
him in silence and with averted faces. In despair Moische 
knelt before them. "Mother!" he cried, "forgive me! Give 
me thy blessing and let me depart." She arose dumbly and 
left him on his knees. Then, with a dark brow, he gathered 
the small sum of his possessions, and turned his face to that 
other world, which lay before him. As wide as all Russia it 
seemed, yet he must tread it alone. 

For when Moische Potnik left the gymnasium at Velsk, he 
was confronted by two alternatives: — ^the life of a despised 
Jew among his people, or baptism into the Russian Church. 
His mother was anaemic and helpless. His sister Riuke 
earned a tiny salary at a milliner's and studied at night, work- 
ing sixteen hours of the twenty-four. For some time then, 
Moische lived on the small wages which he could earn by 
work outside the pale. But at the end of the third month, 
when he seemed squarely confronted by disgrace and poverty, 
he had determined to forsake his religion to gain life. 

Henceforward, as an orthodox Russian, Moische's way was 
smooth. He had found a military officer to be his godfather, 
and this patronage opened countless closed doors. He quickly 
slipped through the university, and by the influence of his 
godfather secured a place as inspector of passports in the office 
of the police at Smolinski. His life grew more and more to 
lie in another world than his home. Only once had he received 
a letter from there to report his mother's death, and all his 
messages brought no reply. Gradually he delegated the 
thought of home to a hidden corner of his brain, where it lay 
half-forgotten, awakening at times to bring a pang of reminis- 
cence to his heart. 
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One evening in the fourth year after Moische had left 
Velsk, he was running through his great passport lists for 
the final time, before leaving for the day. By his side waited 
his friend, Dmitri Fadeieff, a graduate of the university and 
a writer of socialistic literature. They were to have a feast 
that night, for Dmitri had succeeded in escaping the censor 
with one of his books, and it had come out only that day. 
Dmitri and his friends would celebrate that night by a dinner 
at the cafe — red wine, caviar, white bread, a fee to the waiter 
— truly a feast, a sumptuous banquet. Dmitri was waxing 
impatient, for Moische seemed terribly slow ; but the gay fire 
of gossip and witticism only served to delay him the more. 
Moische himself was gay; he allowed the stream of talk to 
flow on uninterrupted, and occasionally threw in a sally of 
his own. 

On a sudden, however, Dmitri saw a startling change come 
over his companion. His face went white, his pen clattered 
over the desk to the floor, he shodc in every limb, so that the 
long lists in his hand rustled noisily. Then, an unusual mark 
of passion in one usually so calm, he tore from his bosom a 
chain, and from its end the locket that hung there, and cast it 
from him to the farther side of the room. Gathering his 
shattered self-possession, he strode heavily out of the door, 
with eyes fixed staringly before him. 

Dmitri stood for some time, speechless before this burst 
of passion, staring with blank face at the door, through which 
Moische had vanished. The locket, which had fallen on the 
floor in the further comer of the office, caught his eye, and 
he picked it up. The clasp offered some difficulty, but as it 
finally lay open in his hand, he saw within a picture of a girl 
with the dark hair and «yes of a Jewess. Her face was pale 
and not unattractive, except for an ugly scar, which disfigured 
the left temple near the hair. Her eyes were so large and 
black, that they caught Dmitri's eyes at once by their melan- 
choly luminosity. 

He dropped the picture on the desk. "He is in love, and 1 
never suspected it" With which sage prediction he sat down 
to wait for Moische's return. 
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But for more than an hour he frowned gloomily at the 
clock, without a foot-fall breaking the frosty silence. At last, 
after filling a clean sheet in Moische's ledger with artistically 
written "Dmitri FadeiefFs," he dropped the locket into his 
pocket and set out for the lodging of his friend, with the hope 
of finding him there, and of still arranging the intended 
dinner. 

The darkness into which Moische plunged after leaving the 
lights of the office was bright compared with the blackness in 
his heart. His thoughts whirled distractedly, yet ; there was no 
desire to think clearly ; for in so doing he renewed and height- 
ened the anguish that was in him. For in the list of passengers 
who had left the train at Smolinski that night he had found 
this entry: "Riuke Potnik — twenty years old — ^Velsk — pros- 
titute." This, then, was the cause of the outburst of despair 
which shook his very soul. 

Moisehe had never known love for any woman except his 
mother and sister, and, since the former's death, Riuke had 
become his sole object of affection in the world. His adoration 
for her, instanced by the wearing of the locket, had received 
a most cruel, overwhelming blow from the discovery made 
that night. As he hurried from the lights of the town into 
the open country, one thought was uppermost in his mind. His 
conscience cried, "It is your fault. You are to blame because 
you left her to this." 

Since he had abandoned his old faith, he had thought very 
little of religion, but now the Jew's idea of retribution came 
back overwhelmingly to him. In this affliction was apparent 
the stem hand of the Deity in anger toward the deserter of 
His faith. 

His grief was that of a strong man who meets his first great 
sorrow, but slowly his senses recovered a bitter clearness. 
Then, with one single purpose fixed in his mind, he turned 
homeward. 

Dmitri reached Moische's lodging almost two hours atid k 
half after the latter had rushed from the police station. He 
rapped at the door in rather a perfunctory way, as one accus- 
tomed to free access to the room at all times. As no one 
responded, he tried the knob, which yielded to his touch, and 
stepped into the room. The parlor was empty, and with per- 
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feet freedom Dmitri walked toward the bedroom, muttering 
a half-oath. But on the threshold he recoiled as though, 
halted by an unseen hand. 

There, stretched on his bed, lay Moische Potnik, his face 
blank, eyes staring, a hole in one temple. There was no blood, 
no visible sign, except the pistol in his hand. Dmitri was 
awestricken by the calm, the almost majestic bearing of his 
friend, who lay there pale and dead. Then, in a daze, he 
threw open a window and shouted for the police. 

A great confusion and hurrying to and fro ensued, and 
through it all the dead man lay passive, seeming more asleep 
than dead. 

In the midst of this confusion there entered a young girl 
in the dress of a middle-class female artisan, with a cheap 
travelling bag in her hand. 

"Is this the lodging of Moische Potnik ?*' she asked. "Pot- 
nik, the inspector of passports at the office of the police?" 
She turned inquiringly toward Dmitri, and he started as he 
recognized the scar and the compelling eyes of the girl in 
the locket. 

"Yes, or that is to say, it was/' And he pointed to the 
figure on the bed. With a sharp cry the girl leapt to the 
bedside, and caught the dead man's hand. 

"Moische ! Moische ! Hear me ! It is I, Riuke !" she cried, 
and sobbing, buried her face by his side. 

The police were silent before this outburst of grief, and 
nothing but her bursting sobs broke the silence in the room. 
Then in an instant she arose, and, before a hand could be raised 
to stop her, she had vanished through the outer door into the 
darkness. 

The next day a letter came for Moische Potnik, whose post- 
mark indicated that it had been nearly a week in the mails. 
As the nearest friend of the dead man, Dmitri opened and read 
it. It ran as follows : 

Velsk, January 12, 18— 
My Brother: 

I hope soon to see you in Smolinski. My aunt has procured for me the 
yellow ticket of a prostitute, by which I can travel without any difficulty. 
Till Tuesday evening, then. Adieu ! 

Faithfully your sister, 

RlUKB. 

£>. P. Frarv* 
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THE ROLLICKING TAVERN STAVE OF MISTRESS 

MARGERY MARCHBEER. 

"O, but my godmother, she was a jolly gentlewoman, and well belored 
in every good town and city ; her name was Mistress Margery Marchbeer." 

— Kit Marlowe, Dr. Faustus, 

The flaring Embers paint the Beams 

And the Wainscoat's all aglow ; 
While Old Dog Tray on the Hearth-Rug dreams 

Of the Autumn Hunt's Hallo; 
October Ale is past and stale, 

But we have a merrier Cheer — 
So Hey for our Queen of Revels, hail 

To Margery Marchbeer ! 

The Squire smokes in the Ingle-Nook, 

His Dame's to her Knitting plied, 
Young Ralph pores over an Angler's Book, 

Sprawled by the Fireside. 
The March Winds roar, full far seems Spring, 

But blithe is the Time of Year 
When we clink the Tobies and merrily sing 

To Margery Marchbeer! 

The King's Highway 's in a frightful State, 

And the Church proclaimeth Lent; 
The Mud 's to the Axles, the Mail is late. 

And our Diet most abstinent. 
But for one Delight the Book denies 

We'd at the Canon jeer, 
When he so piously vilifies 

Our Margery Marchbeer! 
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Then fill the Tankards brimming full, 

And drink a Toast all 'round, 
And at the clay pipes puff and pull — 

Let English Cheer abound ! 
Abroad we have no list to roam 

For the Skies are dull and drear — 
We'd rather far be snixg at Home 
With Margery Marchbeer ! 

Hudson Hawley. 
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NOTABILIA. 



THE YALE REVIEW. 



The new publication has already received the applause of the 
New York dailies. The News has made its tx>w, or, rather, its 
bows seventy times seven times repeated. The Lit. is no less 
enthusiastic, even if more subdued. The first number is an 
earnest of an excellent magazine. We wish it all success. 

J. LE c. B. 
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PORTFOLIO. 

AFTERTHOUGHTS OF CECCO THE BRAVO. 

Full many a dead man peers at me 

With whose vain blows this sword is nicked. 
I laugh thus in their faces — ^see ! 

'Twas in fair fight — ^they were not tricked. 
Tve never feared them in my sleep ; 

They're fools» fit for a coward's bed. 
An honest rapier pierced them deep; 

I fear them not because they're dead. 

They scowl at me, since in disgrace 

They roam the Hell old Dante tried. 
But, God! — ^that other placid face 

That looms forever by my side ! 
For him I stabbed in his bed at night 

Without a chance to ward the blows. 
Eyes lustreless, and lips so white — 

How calm it is the Devil knows. 

Within his throat the alarum of death 

Rattled, whispered, and ceased to be. 
And as I waited his final breath 

That pallid face stared up at me. 
Paul ! If those eyes would ever hide — 

H those still lips would only curse! 
Each night they hover at my side 

Like lanterns on the Devil's hearse. 

And now each lily that I see 
Looks as 'twere sleeping peacefully. 
And the heavens, with anger-sodden cloud 
Or puffy white, looks a mottled shroud. 
And the sun glides down the paling sky 
Like a drop of blood in a dead man's eye. 

/. Edward Meeker. 

Tomlinson gave up the ghost, says Kipling, in his house 

A DEFENSE ^^ Berkeley Square. A spirit, waiting by the bed, 
OF caught his soul and whisked him from his warm 

TOMLINSON room into the night outside. Tomlinson shud- 
dered at the whirring sound and the roar of the Milky Way. 
At Heaven's gate Saint Peter faced him. "Stand up, Tomlinson, 
and answer the good that you have done for men." Tomlinson 
said that if his priest were there, he would make answer for him, 
but Peter told him the race was not run by two and two. So 
Tomlinson explained what he had read, and heard, and thought. 
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"But what have you done," said Peter, and shook his keys, and 
turned him from the gate. Again the spirit caught him, and this 
lime whisked him down to Hell. Here Satan asked him for the 
harm that he had done to men, but Tomlinson could think of 
none, except what he had read or heard tell of. Then Satan 
grinned behind his bars, called him a whimpering thief, and said : 

" There's sore decline in Adam's line, if this be spawn of earth, 

Go back to the world and do something really wicked' — 
And — the God that you took from a printed book be with you, 

Tomlinson." 

From these scanty hints about Tomlinson's life, we are unable 
to gather where he went to college. But we may safely assume 
that he was never under the influence of our Yale doctrine of 
strenuosity. At the Freshman reception, where the successfully 
strenuous upper-classman pauses long enough to point out the 
advantage of being strenuous, he would have been swept away 
with other plastic characters like himself, into an aimless activity. 
Poor Tomlinson ! 

It seems never to have occurred to this upper-classman afore- 
said that there must be someone to buy tickets, to cheer at the 
games, to subscribe to minor athletics. Imagination staggers at 
the spectacle of a Yale-Harvard football game with three thousand 
men on a side. No, there must be Tomlinsons a-plenty escorting 
furs and veils, or playing listener to some Yale Nestor, full of the 
mighty deeds in his day and in the old time before him. 

Now, in this matter of rejecting Tomlinson, the orthodox will 
not be surprised to hear that the devil was in the wrong. How- 
ever, that orthodox notion of the devil can be made to prove 
entirely too much. If the devil be as bad as he is painted, why 
should he content himself with the legitimate proceeds of a 
diminishing stock of wickedness, and never filch a few good souls 
to whom he has no title? To reject Tomlinson, merely because 
he had never done any wrong, on the plea that good pit coal was 
too expensive to be burning the likes of him, argues a sudden 
economy, quite inconsistent with the extravagant Satan who caters 
to Pittsburg society. Moreover, Tomlinson was distinctly eligible. 
We are told he had a house in Berkeley Square. 

But what is vastly more astounding than Satan's repudiation 
of our friend Tomlinson, was that Saint Peter also found him 
unacceptable. Liberal gifts to the church over the way (subject 
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to stipulations in the matter of bell-ringing), a large speaking 
acquaintance and considerable good reading — ^none of these ap- 
peased the exacting doorkeeper of Heaven. Possibly Tomlin- 
son's fondness for coffee in bed, orchids, and manicuring may 
have affected this good Saint's impartiality. The best of us have 
our prejudices. Yet how out of place in the bright and beautiful 
Heaven which Rosetti has given us in his Blessed Damosel 
would be the vigorous and efficient worker — the man after Saint 
Peter's own heart! Rosetti and the Easter card make us as- 
sociate doves with the heavenly city. Yet one would be puzzled 
to point out what good they do in the world, beyond being beauti- 
ful, and one of the few rhymes for love. To exclude Tomlinson 
because he was merely ornamental would be as absurd as to wish 
all the doves were carrier pigeons. * 

It is obvious that Tomlinson deserved both Heaven and Hell, 
and should not have been excluded from either. Indeed, it is 
rather puzzling to know just what to do with him. It seems a 
pity to leave him dangling between the worlds, like Mohammed's 
coffin, no better off than he was before. But both his claims are 
so evenly balanced, that it would require a fresh judgment of 
Solomon to dispose of him. 

Allan Shelden, 



GIFTS. 

The whole world lays its treasures at thy feet ; 

I lay but in the dust a love that fears. 
All nature brings its off 'rings rich and sweet ; 

I bring the grey ghosts of the withered years. 

The moon paints silver pathways for thy dreams ; 

I watch the moon-kissed clusters of thy hair. 
For thee the sunset ocean flows and gleams ; 

I only see thy face dim-mirrored there. 

The whole world lays its treasures forth for thee; 

My treasure is thine image in my heart, 
A cross upon my breast that none may see, 

A sacred vow, a white shrine set apart. 

Archibald MacLeish. 
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MEMORABILIA YALENSIA. 

Baseball Scores, 
June 4 — ^Yale, 2; Princeton, 5. 
June 11 — ^Yale, 6; Princeton, 3. 
June 18 — ^Yale, 2; Harvard, 8. 

Phi Beta Kappa, 
The following were elected from the Senior Class: W. B. 
Emery, J. E. Fisher, S. Foster, W. D. Frank, R. P. Goldman, 
F. S. Goucher, H. Grant, W. Jameson, T. A. Kilborne, J. R. 
Kilpatrick, W. T. Kimber, D. A. Marks, G. C. Meagley, L. S. 
Morrison, R. G. Trotter, G. M. Turnbull, A, R. Wheeler, and 
W. R. Wheeler. 

The Dramatic Association 
Presented "The Knight of the Burning Pestle," on June 19th, 
on the Campus. 

Chi Delta Theta 
Was awarded William Chester Smith, manager of the Yale Liter- 
ary Magazine. 

The Banner-Pot Pourri 
For 1910-11, was published June 5th. 

Hogans. 
The following were elected: J. Morse Ely, Lawrence M. 
Cornwall, Carl Parsons, John R. Winterbotham, Edward P. 
O'Brien, Elmer McDevitt, Harold Carhart. 

Pundits. 
The following were elected: Julian C. Biddle, Lawrence 
M. Cornwall, Eric P. Dawson, Gerald C. Murphy, Alexander 
C. Tener. 
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The Dramatic Association, 
L. M. Cornwall, on September 28th, was chosen to succeed 
W. C. Bullitt as President. 

The Yale Review 
On October 1st made its initial appearance. 

Football, 
On September 27th, Yale defeated Wesleyan, 21 — 0. 

Wrestling, 
The Freshman won the annual match on the Campus, taking 
two bouts. 

Intercollegiate Golf, 
Yale Golf Team won, G. C. Stanley, 1913, being indiyidual 
champion. 

The Senior Council 
Was elected in part from 1912, on October 3rd, as follows : Arthur 
Howe, William V. Griffin, Alexander C. Tener, Elmer McDevitt. 
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BOOK NOTICES. 

The reviewer's study is too reminiscent of a second-hand 
book-stall to permit this monthly effusion being other than a 
conglomerate of the Summerzoic era. The books lie every 
which way, and the authors nearly always — ^but who cares ? No- 
body, except the dust-effacing janitor and the self-effacing writer. 
Some of the authors seem to have something to say, others seem 
to have to say something; the latter class prove that, while 
necessity may be the mother of invention, it is more often the 
stepmother; the present proves altogether too much for present 
exploitation. 

A saying which the editors of the Lit. have occasionally heard 
asserts that "they never come back." We challenge our sporting 
brethren: they always come back. To the doubter we recom- 
mend, for one, Owen Johnson, whose "Tennessee Shad*' (Baker 
& Taylor Co., $1.20 net) we have been digesting. Mr. Johnson 
comes back with an attempt to duplicate his former Lawrence- 
ville stories. He reminds one of a fisherman who has stripped 
his pond clean of good fish, but who, habituated, continues to fish. 
This time Mr. Johnson has caught a skate — ^albeit he calls it a 
Tennessee shad. This yarn is overdone, strained in its attempt 
to extract humor from horse-play, interest from banality. Please 
don't come back to Lawrenceville again; Mr. Johnson ! 

Max Pemberton, that versatile and prolific English novelist, 
also "comes back" — ^and with much more success. In "Captain 
Black" (Hodder & Stoughton, $1.25 net) he has continued the 
adventures of "The Iron Pirate" Those who have read other 
works of Mr. Pemberton will agree with Andrew Lang, that this 
talented writer had abilities for work more significant than 
piratical romances onr the order of Cooper and Verne. With 
regard to "Captain Black" however, one must say that its author 
has realized the book's every possibility and thereby provided six 
hours of clever entertainment. 
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It is fair to concede to rising English novelists a superiority in 
subject and technical matter. Who have we to compare with 
Bennett, Galsworthy, Locke or Wells. Churchill and Herrick? 
No, no. Hopkinson Smith and Dr. Mitchell? Never. David 
Graham Phillips came nearer to being a really good novelist 
than any of these — he, at least, had something to say, he was 
more than sincere, he was sincere in a treatment of the thoroughly 
significant — and he knew how to write. Yet compare his best 
work, "The Hungry Heart" and "The Husband's Story/' with 
Galsworth's "Patrician," with Wells' "New Machiavellf'—yfith 
the book we have before us, "John Verney" (Doran), by an Eng- 
lishman little known, Horace Annesley Vachell. One cannot fail 
to see the difference. This book is not a remarkable offering; 
it is merely a typical English novel of the better sort, notable 
for k complexity of interests, in plot, in chiaracterization, in the 
fundamental life issues which the two leading characters sym- 
bolize — notable for all these, and, above all, for the balance Mr. 
Vachell has maintained between them. To those whose palate 
is offended by our ill-mixed, highly-seasoned concoctions in the 
line of ''•best sellers" we recommend the delicacy and flavor of a 
careful preparation like "John Verney." 

Just because a book bears an English imprint is not always 
the best reason for buying it. Ecce "The Exception," by Oliver 
Omons (John Lane, $1.50). This is an exception to the fore- 
going paen on English novelists. Though possessing excellent 
qualities in the character study of a girl whose early life was an 
exception to canons of morality, it is marred by an affectation in 
style of the Maurice Hewlett order, and shows (as do the later 
works of that author) the deterioration inevitably following a 
straining for verbal effect. More typical of the high standard 
fiction published by the John Lane Co. is "The Glory of Clemen- 
tina" by W. J. Locke. While not quite the equal of Septimu^ 
or "Simon the Jester," Locke's latest is thoroughly charming. 
Ephraim Quixtus — Septimus in other clothes! — and Clementina 
Wing are typically Lockian; the woof of their adventures, the 
mingling of humor, sentiment and extravagant fancy shows the 
skill of this weaver of the delightfully odd at its facile best. A 
charming book for those that like "the stuff that dreams are 
made on." More material fantasias are "Jack and the Check 
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Book,'* by John Kendrick Bangs, and "Keeping Up with Lizzie,'' 
by Irving Bacheller (Harper & Bros., $1.00 net, each). The 
first is a series of up-to-date fairy tales, satirizing phases of the 
financial world; half the fun arises from Mr. Bangs' skill in 
altering so little of the original tales. "Keeping Up with Lizzie" 
is a poor business and capital reading ; Mr. Bacheller has no love 
for the modern extravagant girl, and anyone will like the clever 
exposition of this dislike. 

Messrs. Henry Holt & Co. have favored us. with the first ten 
volumes of their "Home University Scries" ($1.75 net, each). 
Of these we have read *' Shakespeare," by John Masefield; 
''Parliament," by Sir Courtenay P. Ilbert; "The Socialist Move- 
ment," by J. Ramsay Macdonald, and "The French Revolution,"^ 
by Hillaire Belloc. We find them both scholarly and entertain- 
ing. With regard to the last mentioned book, the writer, for 
some curious reason, mistrusted his ability to criticize a treatise 
on the French Revolution, and so consulted an expert in the 
university's historical department. It was pleasant to learn that 
Mr. Belloc's work was of sound scholarly value, for its perusal 
provides so much entertainment that one might conclude it was 
"too good to be true." Messrs. Holt & Co. are to be congratu- 
lated for publishing so inexpensive and well chosen a series, and 
we hope college men will give this edition some attention. 

Eminently worth while is Antonio Fogazzaro's posthumous 
novel, "Leila" (George H. Doran & Co., $1.35). This has been 
labeled a retraction — for what reason we have yet to discover. 
In no previous work has Fogazzaro attacked the Italian priest- 
hood's reactionary work more fundamentally, and while, in the 
person of Don Aurelio, he maintains the authority of the Roman 
Church, his view-point is wholly that of Modernist — ^the attitude 
of one who desires the papal authority to be adapted to modern 
needs. Enlightened Catholics will find this work particularly 
interesting — and that they will read it is assured by the fact that 
it has been placed on the Index Expurgetorious. 

Another superior piece of fiction is "The Long Roll," by Mary 
Johnston (Houghton, Mifflin Co., $1.40 net). As a dramatic 
panorama of the Civil War the tiook is remarkable. The wealth 
of well-chosen detail largely obscures, and is far more significant 
than the story. Devotees of Robert W. Chambers may find it 
tiresome — ^that, of course, is to its infinite credit. 
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Two less portentious offerings are "Phrynette," by Marthe 
Troly-Curtin (Lippincott, $1.25 net), and "Diminutive Dramas," 
by Maurice Baring, of "Dead Letters" fame (Houghton, Mifflin 
Co., $125 net). The first is one of the cleverest — ^and most 
sensible — satires on English and French life that has come over 
the water in a long day. It purports to be the experiences of 
a nineteen-year old demoiselle in dear oV Lunnon, and although 
constant remarks on the order of "I find it is only the liar who 
can ever be really popular,** and "Any subterfuge that helps 
beauty, why, it's decency in its most aesthetic form," are not 
generally associated with nineteen-year-old Phrynettes, the book 
is fairly faithful to its pretentions, and under its cloak of levity 
significantly instructive. Mr. Baring has given us an original 
and quietly amusing series of playlets dealing, mainly, with his- 
torical characters. Two are exquisitely funny, "The Blue Harle- 
quin," a parody on Maeterlinck, and "The Rehearsal," a repre- 
sentation of Shakespeare and the personnel of the Globe Theatre 
in a rehearsal of "Macbeth." Humor of a different order is 
found in Francis Perry Elliott's "The Haunted Pajamas" (Bobbs, 
Merrill Co., $1.25 net). Throughout this is a "scream," albeit 
verging on the hysterical. This is not a book to be read by 
English butlers, American college instructors, or any other genus 
that takes itself and its dignity seriously. Such a book is a good 
antidote for Nietschism and Haeckelitis — ^and a very good substi- 
tute, it being nearly as sensible. Its prerequisite concomitants 
are a hammock, an afternoon off, a tall glass of something cool 
(not necessarily sarsaparilla), and that philosophic state of mind 
whose watchword is "Uneasy lies the head that wears a frown." 

"Whenever you see the Clode imprint you can be sure of a 
worth while story." This dictum is found on the wrapper of 
"Torchy," by Sewell Ford (Edward J. Clode, $1.25 net), and if 
this book be typical we are prepared to grant fully its publisher's 
claim. Sewell Ford will be remembered as the author of "Shorty 
McCabe" and in Torchy he has an excellent successor to his 
former diminutive hero. The stories involving him are clever, 
and his observations in pictorial slang make lively reading. 
Torchy is not concerned with "pale twilit hours," "the shadows of 
dim things," and all the other claptrap that, nowadays, is often 
mistaken for literature, and after the many inanities that are 
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inflicted upon humble reviewer, his unconventional narrative is 
as refreshing as the sight of an American tourist in some *'dim, 
decaying city by the Rhine." 

Finally, there are before us three novels by Englishmen, repre- 
senting a master, an assistant and a student. Anthony Hope is 
the first, and in "Mrs. Maxon Protests'' (Harpers, $1.35 net), 
he has presented with his usual brilliancy a study of the false 
position incurred by a thoroughly good woman when she defies 
fundamental conventionalities. 

Mrs. Maxon's marriage is a failure, so is her attempt to find 
satisfaction outside the marriage tie. And, as she exclaims, "If 
both orthodoxy and unorthodoxy go wrong, what is a poor human 
woman to do?" Mr. Hawkins' answer to this provides an in- 
teresting examination of the complexities of the divorce and 
separation question, and although he attempts no definite solution, 
his discussion exploits many suggestive theories of social philos- 
ophy. He touches a fundamental factor for solution when one 
of his characters remarks: "That's to some e^rtent like the 
woman question — ^are we to change the law or the people first? 
Hope a better law will make better people, or tell the people they 
can't have a better law till they're better themselves?" The 
two quotations are inevitably two questions — 'because the book 
itself is precisely a long and brilliantly expressed question. 

Mr. Morley Robert is the assistant referred to above. "Thrope's 
Way^' (The Century Co., $1.20 net) makes quick, diverting travel 
in company with a wayward young man who proposes to his 
beloved at dinner — ^their first meeting. The book is undeniably 
clever, though just reminiscent enough to make the reader ex- 
claim : "Oh, Shaw ! — ^you're not to be taken too seriously !" 

The student is John Masefield, an English litterateur of the 
better type, whose "Shakespeare" we have already mentioned. In 
"The Street of To-day" (E. P. Dutton & Co., $1.50) he has writ- 
ten a conscientious exercise in novel-writing — in substance a 
tirade against shallowness of the nouvelle femme. The exercise 
displays many crudities in technique, but its possibilities are 
undeniably promising. The necessary ingredients of a splendid 
novel are there, and more practice in their arrangement and pro- 
portionment will undoubtedly correct the author's present de- 
ficiencies. Too many authors are writing about nothing and 
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writing about it very cleverly, and to those who prefer an author 
who writes seriously, albeit crudely, about something significant, 
we gladly recommend the author of "The Street of To-day," 

The perusal of these many books from many publishers has 
brought to mind the plus and minus degrees of excellence in the 
matter of the books' appearance. If all publishers would emulate 
the carefully attractive work of the J. B. Lippincott, Houghton^ 
Mifflin, and E. P. Dutton companies, there would be far fainter a 
cry for the "lost art of bookbinding." 
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EDITOR'S TABLE. 

"You don't mean to say you've been writing, and on our good paper?" 
said I. ''Between your Saintship's efforts and the large and largely 
amorous correspondence of the Board, we'll soon be forced to use the 
wrappers of exchanges!" 

The Sanctum table was more than usually littered, and presiding over 
the havoc proudly sat the Old Gentleman. 

"Yes, my child," retorted he, "that's the way I've occupied myself during 

vacation. Would you have me prowl around graveyards, like the Owl, or 

lead the cotillion at Savin, of which I have long suspected the fair 

Minerva? I did begin by reading, but got no further than that sonnet of 

Mr. Richard LeGallienne, commencing — 

* "We're going home !" I heard two lovers say. 

They kissed their friends and bade them bright good-byes ; 
I hid the deadly hunger in my eyes, 
And lest I might have killed them, turned away.' 

That was too much for me ! It's just as well for Richard that he turned 
away — can you imagine the scene — the happy couple; and Richard rushing 
violently at the bride ; and she giving him a good slap ; and Richard falling 
on the ground and bursting into tears; and the friends discussing the 
Dreyfus case ? Well, after that I took to scribbling, and produced a series 
of masterpieces. To begin with, I have written a few 'Letters to Dead 
Authors': No. 1 — ^To Mr. Bernard Shaw; No. 2 — ^To Herr Hermann 
Suderman, etc. Then, I've written a delicious 'Imaginary Conversation 
between Charles Baudelaire and Felicia Dorothea Remans,' and also a 
comprehensive brochure on 'Swinburne as Critic,' which consists of one 
word only — 'Damn.' Finally, I have here a paper — 'In Defence of the Lit. 
Essay.' I begin as follows: 'We are at present participating in a renais- 
sance of the rococo, and formal excellence is in great demand. Conse- 
quently, it has of late been the unfortunate — * " 

"My dear Saint," interposed I, "it's all very admirable to defend the 
indefensible, to protect the hopelessly orphan, but why not pay attention to 
something of genuine critical value, like, say, Rodin's interpretation of 
Balzac? I cannot comprehend the attitude of the French government in 
refusing to accept that terrific creation, for whether a work of plastic art 
or not, it undoubtedly is a literary document of great value. — ^You know it, 
that Strang, shapeless pillar, mountain of flesh; like some Indie monument 
of prehistoric times ; like some menhir whitened with the dung of vultures ? 
On a Patmos-peak, disdaining humanity, it stands, facing with hopeless 
defiance the grey rolling heavens, confronting the pitiless cosmos with the 
pride and force of its ego. It is of the earth, massive, crapulous yet 
unearthly, distorted in the agony of creation. All those mighty dreams — 
the power-passion of Vautrin, the vanity of Lucien, the lust of Hulot, the 
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hunger of Goriot, inform this divination of their poet, master of city and 
world, and piteous in the solitude of his monstrous genius/' 

The Saint arose. ''Young man/' said he, ''Rodin, Balzac, are ephemeral ; 
art itself will wane and disappear with the rise of the great unwashed ; but 
the Lit. Essay is eternal!" Thereupon he disappeared behind the steam- 
pipes, and I haven't seen him since. 

p. L. R. 
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The Yale GvOp. 

Is offering at special low prices a complete assort- 
ment of the genuine 

"MACKINAW COATS" 

in many styles and colors. These coats are just what 
you have been looking for to keep warm at the foot- 
ball games and while at skating. 

We are also carrying a complete line of the 
famous "ANGORA VESTS." Ask to see them 
when in 

The YaJe GvOp. 
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Do not waste Time, Labor and Enerjfy 

wrlflnit many copies 

by hand or 

On a typewriter when a BEimeograph will print a 
few hundred copies in a few minntes — each copy 
alike and as good as your original. Yon can print 
as many copies as yon want before yon can get a 
proof from the printer, and save 60 to 00 per cent, 
of the expense. In school life there is a great use 
for a duplicating machine. It soon pays for itself. 
They are made in different styles, sizes and prices. 



A. B. Dick Company 
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MEHTOR 

Co<nfV>Pt Union Suits 

conlorm to th« shipe of the body without binding it or restraining i 



• with Mentor CJoioni there ii no ihirt to creep up, no dranen 
to dr>n down, 

B«c*u*e Mcntoi Unions have a broad two-buiton flap which ioaum fit and 
perfect covering, Scami won't lip nor buttons pull oil. 

And Because of many other important Mentor features which all make 
for real underwear comfort. 

If your haberdasher does not sell Mentor Siiti, he will order them for 
you if you inaiit. 

MENTOR KNITTING MILLS 

Moitor, Ohio 
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Melben i^ational Pank 



ftt lailiang, "IJetmont 



The Thompson Co. 

Sacceawn to JENUNS & THOHTSON 

INCORPORATED 

Opp. the Tows Pnmp 

880 CHAPEL STIEET 



Buy your new 
Fall Hat here 

There is a good reason 
why you should select your 
hat from our stock. The 
styles are positively the very 
newest and the wearing qual- 
ity absolutely dependable. 

The Tress London-made 
Hat at $5.00. 

Our Own Special at 

$3.00 and $4.00 






it a rendnber of a 



ifloolr Cigar 
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A New Departure in Price Only 

I am prepared this season with a large and handsome stock of woolens 
to meet the demand of POPULAR PRICES for GOOD CUSTOM 
MADE CLOTHES. 

The high standard of workmanship which my clothes have always 
had will not be lacking. 

This New Departure is to increase business by putting out good 
clothes, made up with good material and workmanship at — POPULAR 
PRICES. 

I am going to make a specialty this season with a large selection to 
choose from— a suit to order for ^.00 as well as carrying the same line 
of high grade woolens as in the past. 

I am not lowering the standard of my work, for my reputation is at 
stake, but going to increase business by putting out Good Clothes at 
Popular Prices. 

A visit will easily convince you. 

HENRY M. MACHOL 

1048 CHAPEL STREET Oppoiite Vanderbik H«II 



NOTE. Is MialdDf op tk«a clotbH at pap<dwB*i»a,dwHB*«»*iidaHaalfaa 
wfllbaflTaH " - - . 



Its Important to 1 
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To have a Fo 
that is Reap 

Regular, Saf 
Self-FiUi 
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i* the only fountain pen made 
with the Spoon Feed; the feature that 
rerolutionized wrttiii2< The complete 
pen woriu in unison with the cpoon feed 
to asture writing accuracy and efficiency. 

L E. Waterman Co. "\|?P4'J 
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WINSLOWS 
BAKERY 



INC. 



WHOLESALE and RETAIL 



BAKERS 



Catering Our Specially 

144 ORANGE ST. 

Lnnclieons Prepared at 
Short ITotice 



COLLEGE 



SUIT PRESSING GO. 

SHURE BROS., Props. 

Cleaning, Pressing and 
Repairing 

Extra Charges for Cleaning and 

Bepairing — CaU for Tour 

Clothes Every Day 



Tel. 1467-4 



263 PARK ST. 



Telephone, John 2207 



Globe Printing Co. 



Seven Dutch Street 



New York Cily 



COLLEGE PRINTING 
A SPECIALTY 



Printing, 



Lithographing, Embossing 



Expert Picture Framing 



May we suggest if you have pic- 
tures to be framed that yon send 
them to us now, before the holi- 
day rush of work? We also repair 
frames, remount pictures that 
have become wrinkled. 

Our stock of mouldings em- 
braces all woods and finishes. All 
work will be done promptly, per- 
fectly and at a reasonable price. 



H. M. HODGES & BRO. 

Art Department 
Opposite Trinity Church 
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We have just received a 
complete line of Fall and 
Winter Styles for Suits and 
Overcoats which we will sell 
at greatly reduced prices for 
a short time only. 

$35 to $45 SUITS 
$35 to $45 OVERCOATS 

$25.00 

Come in and examine our 
line 



Jo8. Botwick 

University Tailor 
1 103 CHAPEL STREET 

Between York and High 

A. L. 



m^i 



School Books 
ihuny 

And at New York prices* siagly 
or by the dosen, may be obtained 
ucmut4umd 9r tuw, by aay boy or 
gttl in the remotest hamlet, or any 
teacher or official anywhere, and 

Delivery prepaid 

Brand new, complete alphabetical 
caulosue>wr,of acboolbooksof oi/ 
^ Utktrt, if you mentioa^hie ad. 

BUDS ft VOBU 
n-nJU W. 15th St.. New Toik a«y. 




Is now showing exclusive Patterns in Fall 
and Winter Suits and Overcoats. Discrimi- 
nation in selecting materials and tastefulness 
coupled with carefulness, in making up the 
garment are distinguished features of clothes 
built in this shop« 



1150 CHAPEL STREET 



NEW HAVEN 



Opposite Vanderbilt Hall 
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THE CURTISS STUDIO 

1060 CHAPEL STREET 



Portraits Framing Art Goods 



ABE want* to meet you at the 

ORATOR SMOKE SHOP 

And Ghre you credit 
He Sells Pipe* 1121 CHAPEL STREET 

Designers of College Clothes Fall and Winter Goods ready for inspection 

H. Kapsinow & Co. 

TAILORS 

146 ELM STREET, (opp. Gymnasium) NEW HAVEN 

Prank (SoUins 

IVEB JOHNSON UGYGLES • GOLUHBU PHONOGRAPHS 

Repairing a Specialty Telephone 4408 

11 BROADWAY : : : : NEW HAVEN, CONN. 

THE J. C RIPLEY ART CO. 

MaxBeld Parrish, Guerin and Nutting Prints 

Mail Orders Promptly Attended to 

76 PRATT STREET HARTFORD, CONN. 

Specialty in Steamer Baskets and shipping Fruit to Country 

FANCY FRUITS 

268 Fourth Ave., Cor. 2l«t St New York 
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{ 2616 ) 
Our Thonc Numbers, < 2617 [ BRYANT 

( 2618 ) 

ALEXANDER'S THEATRE TICKET OFFICE 

Hotel Albany, S. E. Cor. 41«t Street and Broadway, New York 
The Best Seats All Theatres at All Times 
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HAROLD SUNDWALL 



••• 



Photographer 

Expert In Interior Work College Work a Specialty 

PICTURES FRAMED 

Or4«rt taken «t City Hall Pharmacy Co.. 159 Church St.. New H«t«ii. Goan. 



The undersigned beg leave to nnnounce that they 
are now located at 1095 Chapel Street, with a 
new line of Fall and Winter Woolens, which 
consists of the newest and best English mmhe. 
A call from you will be highly appreciated. 

Respectfully, 

ORENSTEIN & KAPSINOW, Incorporated. 



Menzies & Menzies 

PLUMBING 

and 
HEATING 

Gasfittin^ and Metal Woriters 

196 Oranife Street 
New Haven, Conn 



Jueopoid 

Photosraplicr to Tale 

Fraternity and Class Oroups. 
Flashlights, Interiors and Views. 
Picture Framing at Special Rates. 
Order Photos by mall or telephone 
or at th9 CO-OP. 

'Phone a7S2Hl 879 WUtney At*. 

A. E. ROSENBERG 

1125 CHAPEL ST. 

When entering Yale, be sure to see 
ROSENBERG for SUIT PRESS- 
ING and CLEANING. 

Contract 
Per Term and Year 

Clothes Gelled for and Delivered 



JO 
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THE REALIZATION OF 
AN IDEAL APARTMENT 

PICTURE in your mind an Apart- 
ment of your idea, then come 
to us and place your order. 
You can go as far as you like — from 
the choicest mahogany to the inex- 
pensive oak. We specialize fine bed- 
ding. We have been furnishing Yale 
men for eighty-five years. Don't you 
think you had better look us over? 

The Bowditch Furniture G>. 

100 to 106 Orange Street 



opening January 1, 1912 



Opposite the Famous Green 



Hotel Taft 

New Haven 
Conn. 



Bookings now being made 



MERRY k BOOMER 
Managn-j 
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WE MUST MAINTAIN THE REPUTATION IT HAS 
TAKEN US FIFTY-NINE YEARS TO ACQUIRE 

J. KLEINER & SON 

Co-op Tailor 

Established 1852 1008 Chapel Street 

C. G. WHAPLES & CO. 



T^xvxtttsi 



SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN 
TO COLLEGE WORK 



86 CROWN STREET, 
NEW HAVEN, CONN. 



MOREY'S TEMPLE BAR 



LOUIS LINDER, Proprietor 



Removed to 306 York Street 



K. J. OOULrlNS 

Cotillion Favors 

8 W. 33rd Street, Opposite 

NEW YORK Waldorf 



» 
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Frank B. Walker 
Charles P. Walker 



WALKER 

Tailors 



jm 



962 CHAPEL STREET 
New Haven 



******* 



Established 1821 

IPOTflECiRIES niLL 

A. E. GeMner 

SODA WATER, CIGARS, 
CIGARETTES 

802 Ohapel St., 
New Haven, Oonxu 






Siudm of 




'e&er 



PORTRAITS OF YALE MEN 



<i|it 



Opposite Yanderbilt Hall 
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CLEAN, WHOLESOME PIPE TOBACCO 

MATTOON - CUBE - MIX 

NOT ■ A ■ TONGUE - BITE ■ IN - A - TON 

W* hn* ■ Ur«* Maitordar bulnau en tni* ucaDnt tsbiKcv all orar tli* cbubIit. 
Na aljcBiln*, Hhpatw er HaTorins. Jut sssd tobacco, ■UUfnlh' blaadad 

MATTOOIN INCORPORATED 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL TOBACCONIST 
87S CHAPEL STREET, Oppoaite Town Pump 

WHY NOT TAKE A COURSE IN STENOGRAPHY 
OR BOOKKEEPING BEFORE LEAVING COLLEGE? 
MODERN METHODS EXPERT INSTRUCTION 

THE BUTLER SCHOOL 

Y. M. C. A. Building 



YALE MEN ATTENTION I 

Who filU your pretcriptioni? 

YOU WILL DO WELL TO LET US 

Colburn's York Phfirmacy 

OOR. TOBE ABS ELH SISZETS R. T. Hau., Mgr. 

EVENING DRESS, TUXEDO AND FROCK 
SUITS TO LET 



Slataba $c JatnbH 

JmtuirtcTa an!) QIatliira 



1080 CHAPEL STREET 
NEW HAVEN, CONN. 
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Marvio Boot Shop 

1099 CHAPEL STREET 



'W' 



BinUtERS OF SMART COLLEGE BOOTS 



KNOWLEDGE PLUS SKILL 



The making of a photograph requires not 
only a camera and lens, but technical knowl- 
and artistic skilL 

We have the technical knowledge and our 
patrons say we have the artistic skill. 

The Donnelly Studio 

1062-1064 CHAPEL STREET 
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Mehlin 

Inverted Grand Pianos 

(Patented and Trade Mark) 

THB MOST IMPROVBD UPRIGHT PIANOS MADB 

They contain the same fundamental principles of construction as the 
regular Horizontal Grand Pianos. Be sure to investigate these superior 
instruments before purchasing any other. Mr. Loomis will be pleased to 
give all further information. 



^^ 



FOR RENT for the CoHege Year— Easy Tenns 

PlanoSt Plano-PlayerSt Player-Pianos 
CHAS. H. LOOMIS. 837 Chapel Street 

MARTIN GUITARS. MARTIN MANDOLINS ' 

FAIRBANKS BANJOS and BANJORINES 

Popular Music at Popular Prices. Everything known in Music. 



Established 1898 



GLOUSKIN & FOX 



Jewelers 



Makers of College Fraternity Pins 
Prizes, Trophies, Medals and Souvenirs 

1058 Chapel Street, New Haven, Conn. 



*»• 
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"THE CAR OF 
CLASS" 



XT' Tvixdo RotidMOT SISUAO 



CHAS. E. RIESS & CO. 

FmImb DMrtbBlan 
1776 BrMidwar, cor. 67tli St NEW YORK, N. Y- 

F. M. BOOTH & CO. 

Makers of Men's Clothes 

CUTLER BUILDINa, CORNER CHURCH kSH OHAP£L STS. 

ELEVATOB ENXBAITOE, IIS OmTBCH STREET 
Telephone, 954 Plaea Established I88S 

JOHN T. BAUER 

High Orade Meats, Poultry and Qame, Sea Food 

Hat Houae Products. FruiU and VefetabUa 
1070 THIID AVENDE, Between eSd nd 6Mi Sb., NEW YOU 

BOISSEVAIN & CO. 

24 BBOAS STREET, NEW TOBE 

Foreign and Domestic Bankers — Investment Secnrities 

Members of the New York Stock Exchange 
Oorrespotideots, Adolpli Boisaevala ft Oo., Amateidam, Holluid 
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Old Eli Lunch and Restaurant 



We cater to THE MOST FASTIDIOUS 



258-260 YORK STREET NEW HAVEN 



ALEX. McGONNELL 

r«niieriy WINDSOR ARCADE. A 71 Fiftk Aveane 



611 FIFTH AVENUE, Cor. 49th Street 

NEW YORK CITY 

A Gaterlii|{ Establishment 

Embracing every perfection of detail essential to the success 

of any function large or small 

LUNCHEONS DINNERS WEDDINGS 

RECEPTIONS 

Write or call to catering headquarters 

STEWART, Caterer Warner HaU Restaurant 

1044 Chapel Street 

Reilldintf Old Portraits Relined and Restored 

D. B. BUTLER & CO. 

Picture Frames of All Periods 
ART IMPORTERS 

398 Fourth Ave. (28th St.) New York 
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HERMAN KUHN :: norlst 

896 Sixth Ave., between 30th and Alst St. 
50th Street **L" Station New York 

Phoae. 1078 Plasa 

Charles Thorley 

New York Paris London 

Chiropodist Foot Specialist 

DR. P. COSMAN* Late of the Montefiore Hotpital, N. Y. Citj 

CORNS, INGROWING NAILS, WARTS, and ALL 
DISEASES of the FEET ONLY 



968 CHAPEL STREET Between College and Temple Streets 

Established 1876 

G. ROBT. GUNDELSHEIMER 

Tailors to Yale Men 

Call and inspect our carefully selected imported fabrics for 
Fall and Winter. Our prices within reach of all. 

184 1-2 Elm Street. Opp. Yale Gym. 



RING'S 

Fruit and Confectionery 

Convenient Headquarters for all Mi^azines and Newspapers 



162 ELM STREET Tdepkone 13174t 
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A. G. SPALDING 
& BROS. 

Ara IhiilaraMl Mwihi liiiwi 
in th* Worid of OFHCIAL 
EQUIPMENT for all AtUetie 



mt/imak- 



If you aie intCKited in Athletic 
Sport fou ibould biTe ■ copy of 
the SpaUimg CmtaUfu$. It it a 
complete CDcyclopedia of What*! 
New bi Sport, and u Miit Free 
on requeit. 

A. G. Spalding &. Broi. 

126-128 N«Mu St. („ y 
28-33 We»l 42nd St. f "* *""" 
8i5 Broad St., Niwakk 



THE LORAIN GOAL 
& DOCK GO. 

MINERS AND SHIPPERS 
OF 

No. 8 
PBG COAL 

acNERAL OFFICES 

COLUMBUS. O. 



PEERLESS MOTOR CARS 

" The Best that can be bought at any priea** 

HUDSON MOTOR CARS 

" The Bett at any where near it** price" 



We mU both and GUARANTEE SATISFACTION. 

We have an organization devoted to the care of 
can after they are sold. 



GEORGE D. KNOX, Distributor 

Phox cwfr isai 210 Pearl Street, Hartford, Conn. 
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FOOD VALUE OF CURRANTS 



Sir Francis Henry Laking, King Edward's famous 
physician, has an article in the Scientific American, on 
"The Food Value of Dried Fruits," in which he says : 

"From recent analyses of samples of dried currants 
the fact has been verified that the fruit contains no less 
than 73 per cent, of sugar in its most valuable form. This 
great saccharic proportion is already in the shape of grape 
sugar, and thus is potential to take up its work of pro- 
ducing and maintaining energy and vitality. It is what is 
known as "invert" sugar, a composite of dextrose and 
levulosel It assists digestion; it allays nervous excite- 
ment, and provides nourishment in case of nervous ex- 
haustion. 

"In the dietary of the peasant classes of Greece, a 
people remarkable for their hardihood and health, the 
currant appears at almost every meal, while in Germany 
and Holland currant bread is a common article of food ^ 
indeed, among the many shapes in which the currant may 
be brought to the table, a bread made of say thirty parts 
of currants to seventy parts of dough is one of the best. 

"For children and those who must of necessity adopt 
a diet, currants will prove a digestive aid and act as a 
gentle and natural laxative. Therefore, any accusaticxi 
against the delicious,, economical and valuable little fruit 
must fall to the ground as absurd." 



Currant Bread is an Ideal Food 
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M. Kligerman 



DEALER IN 



Woody Lamps and Furniture 

and all other necessities 

for Yale Men 






Show Rooms, .\ Cor. York and Grove Sts. 
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OILMAN COLLAMORE & CO. 

IMPORTERS OF 

Fine China, Glass and Pottery 

5th Avenue and 30th Street, NEW YORK 

TEL. 654 MADISON SQUARE 



The Yale 
Dairy Lunch 



ALWAYS M. UC Ji CKA^ H imi««Ji Pfaa 



GLENN E. OSHA, Propitator CImp«I md High StrMla 

THE ART OF PICTURE FRAMING a r<..it of c»fm 

Study, not the usual thrown-together methods, as we consider the picture itself^ 
its association, the harmony of coloring, through which the true ART OF 
PICTURE FRAMING is inspired— A SPECIALTY WITH U8. 

!Viiitofi Always Weicopie F. W. TIERNAN & CO., 38 Elm St. 



GRADY FURNITURE GO. 

STUDENT FURNITURE 

For the STUDY, DEN and BED BOOH 
44 HIGH STREET, NEW HAVEN, CONN. 



ESTABLISHED 1868 Telephone MadtMn Square 364 

M. OMERRY 

Trunks, Bags, Fancy Leather Goods, Auto- 
mobOe Trunks, Rugs, Lunch Cases, Etc 

226 Fifth Ave^ Bet 26th and 27th Su., New York 
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HARRIMAN 

& COMPANY 



TRINITY BUILDING, NEW YORK 




TRANSACT A GENERAL BANKING AND 
STOCK EXCHANGE BUSINESS 



WE MAKE A SPECIALTY OF 

inbestmetit Skmxititsi 



BRANCH OFFICE 

Night and Day Bank 527 Fifth Avenue 

Newport Office; Audrain Building 
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HIPPODROME 

Entire Block, Sixth Atmiuc, Forty-third and Foriy-faurth Streets 

DIRECTION MESSRS. SHOBERT 

Tnicc Daily, 2 ud S P. M. Beet Seata at Matinee*, $1-00 

EVERY LAND 

IN SDPERB SPECTACLE 

AROUND THE WORLD 

Entire Big Production conceived and invented by Arthur Voegtiin; vrritten and 
Maged by Carroll Fleming; muucal enienibliei Maged by William J. Wilton; 
muuc and lyrice by Manuel Klein. 
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It is sutely a fact that meo are justified ia going where 
tbey can get the most and the best for their money. 
If is certainly tiue in this country that if you vant a thing 
you've got to pay fot it, and if you P^ for it you can get it. 
Our Of ganizatioOf the largest in this city, oifers you ufiliinited 
.selection, styles to suit the most particular, lowest prices. 
' Further we are sole agents for su:h lines as "Ostermoor " 
Mattresses. Globe- Wernicke "Elastic" Book Caws^'^afts- 
mao" Furniture, etc, Goods you want and for which you 
will be glad to pay. 



'" CHAMBERLAIN °° 

Crown «nd Orange Streets, " c«ri<*r st«r« '■ 

»I!E, NNe IIID SmPPIHI! OF liOODii I SPECIlin 
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Fonnerir with Wiieman, 33 Sickville St., Piccidilly, London, W. 

Quinlan 

ENGLISH TAILOR 



BUDD BUILDING, (btt. <(6th and 47tfa Sta.) 

TelephoDt 2273 Biyaat 

572 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 
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"A litd* SMtter Tkm Smm* NacMMry" 



The Tuttle Company 

Fine lllustratod Editions 



Id Leather, aoth end 
Paper Bindinxt 



RUTLAND, VER. 
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Peter Cooper's 
Gelatine 



PURITY HONESTY 



THE BEST IN 1822 
THE BEST TODAY 



Peter Cooper's Gelatine 

11 boadway New York 
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Some Brand New Features of the 

1 91 1 Woild Almanac 

Among the more than 10,000 facts and figures to be 
found in this greatest "Ready Reference** Book ever 
compiled will be found complete data about 

OaiiMi of Bigli Idfing Bag^eiiBes; 

Full Text of Postal Sayinga Bank Aet; 

The Panama Oonstrnctlon to Date; 
The Flaheriea Award; 

Aylation Beeords of 1910; 

8cienti4e ProgxeM In 1910; 

The Ghreat Battlediips of the World; 

.The New Sing and Boyal Family of Bngland; 

Populations by the Oenaiu of 1910; 
The New Books of 1910; 

Oenans Divorce Statistics; 

Great Conflagrations of a Century; 

Civil Service Positions in the IT. 8. Govecmnent; 

P<dltical Party Platforms in 1910; 

Oeogra]|^eal Beseardi in 1910; 

Statistics ef American Mnnlicipal GK)vexnmenl;t; 

American Learned Sodletles; 

Qrowth of the Antomobile Industry; 

Foil Electioii Betuns of 1910 by States; 

The United States Commerce Court; 

ICiisic in 1910; Art in 1910 

Every man, woman and child in the 
United States should have a copy of 

The World Almaflac and Encyclepedia 

Within Their Easy Reach 
Copies 26o at Newsstands 36o by Mall 

Address. WORLD ALMANAC. 

PuUtxer Building, Park Row, New York City, N. Y. 
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New Haven Decorating Go. 

493-801 State Street 

DECORATORS 

OP THB 

Junior Promenade and Sophomore German 
Decorations for Class Reunions, Suppers, etc. 

Makers of Flais* Bamiera and Awnls^a 

TINTS OF ALL SIZES IN STOCK FOR RENTAL 



i 

i 






* 



* 



<yyb>iMi»iOii><><>Oi 



y^Mb 



yy^MMMyMyb^Myyi^^^^yyMyi 






^m^^mf^f^0¥^0^0f^¥^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^0^^0^f^^¥¥^0^mmmf^^¥ 



The New 



■ 






Shanley Restaurant 

Largest and Most Perfectly Appointed 

in the World 



Throo EatraacoM 

Broadway Arcade 

Forty-third— Forty-foarth 

Streets 



FRENCH CUISINE AFTERNOON TEA I 

MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT 

Midday Luncheon a feature at all our Restaurants 






^yyi^MidNrf 
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Van Dyck & Co. 



(Incorporated) 



Art Printers 




Printing of Every Description 



Estimates Furnished 



121-123 OLIVE STREET 

NEW HAVEN, CONN. 
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F. A. 0. Schwarz 


Curds H. Moyer 


The UtgMt 




ewablithnicat 




devoMd ezclu* 
lively to 


riCTURRS 


TOYS 


AND 


DOLLS 


FRAMES 


GAMES 




■Dd 




NOVEL- 




TIES 


O 


Mail Ordm 




giren prD«p^ 




crt ■Itcattoo. 




Retail only. 


lOS Pratt Street 


Sth Ave. and Slat St. 




New York 


Hartford - . Conn. 



FALHETS MOOSE HEAD BRAND 

Waterproof Sporting Boots 

Write for Catalogue 

JOHN PALMEK CO., Ltd. 

FREDEUCrON, N. B., . . CANADA 



The Pierian Spring 

IS LOCATED AT 

The EDWARD P. JUDD CO.'S 

848 Chapel St. 

DRINK DEEP THEREOF 



yate Lit. Advertiser. 4J 

8 NEW SELF-INKING « 

ROTARY NEOSTYLE O 

U U 

III l^ 



RepRtducM perfectly anythiag that can be hind or typewritten at the rate o( 
40 copin per mioute at a com of iS cent* per thauiand. Send for illuttrated 
catalc^ue. 

8Neostyle Company Q 
30 Rude Street New York, U. S. A. C3 



DARD'S 

V. E. COBNEK Mtb 81. It UAOISON A.TE., KEW TOBK 

CHOICE FRESH FLOWERS 

Hardy Plants for House Decoration 

Fl0w«fs ddlTand In all prladpal towns <rf th* XTnitWI States, OaotdA, 
Europe, aad tlia Brltlali OoImUm 
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The Working Parts of this Typewriter Wear 
and do not Wear Out. It simply runs "Sweeter" 
and Smoother after Long Hard Use. 



L. C. SMITH & BROS. 
TYPEWRITER 

Ball>Be«rinc Long Weariiiff 

Every vital operating part moves with perfect 
ease and exactness on scientifically constructed 
Ball Bearings. The principle applies in a modi- 
fied form {Roller Bearings) even to the Key 
Levers. 

Engineers and experts— ^men who are influ- 
enced solely by facts as established by critical, 
analytical, comparative tests, repeatedly decide 
in its favor. 

"It win pay you." 

Send for the Free Book. 

L. C. Smith & Bros. Typewriter Company 

28 Center Street, New Haven, Conn. 



'^ 
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HOTEfc? COLLINGWOOD 

Forty Five West Thirty Fifth Street. New York 

HALF A BLOCK FROM HERALD SQUARE 



EUROPEAN PLAN 



Roomi end Bath from Two end One-half Dollars 



SUITS ACCORDINGLY 



SETH H. MOSELEY 



GOLDBAUM & CO 

UNIVERSiTY TAILORS 



1106 Chapel Street. 



New Haven» Conn. 



B. H. & A. H. KINNEY 

STENOGRAPHY AND TYPEWRITING 



ESSAYS. THESES. STORIES 

Room 501» 38 Center Street, comer Church St. 



Tel. 2753-5 



During your absence this summor a test of cream was made by 
the Board of Health. We passed a high test for purity and quality 
and beg to assure you that in all we may be privileged to serve you, 
wtU always be of the best we can obtain. 



F. A. HAUFF 
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HOTEL DUNCAN 

Chapel St. near York St. 

Jaf. F. Toole, Prop. 



Make Hike 

Reservations Reservations 

tot (or 

ffom. Bii Game 



Every Room with Bath 

and 
Long Distance Telephone 

Telephone 4550 
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JOHN GILBERT & SON 



Hig^ Grade 
Groceries . . 



Spec/a/ Attention to College Traae 

CHAPEL STREET, NEW HAVEN 



Sfmmti 
j MODRE'S 

I Fountain Pen 

$2 so And Up 

, _ .juntaln pan Uut won't tot four Ongei*, 
I onetlistcaiibefsiTledlDuiTposlIlaOiUpttila 

doim or OD lla ilde Id U)t pocket or Ims. 

When Ibe oap li toraiwl on. tbo pen 1« ai 
I twit ■■ ft bottle. Wben noi In lue the pen 
I reMlnlnk.KiramBlnimolU, Kill will wilie 
I wttbout need ot ehtkliu. 3(ailB In nanj 
I Bt:^M. PrlMS t2iO to laoo. 
I Ob Ita tm. ourit* thii .pen U fMt ■■^na IM 
I ni ill am the world. Than probablT i« ■ 
I Jtanlei In lom towii who now outIh it ind run 



I Moon'i MMM BOB-leiktble W WAm kwa. 

ADAKCDSIDK t FOSTEK "UrS:*- 

1 ■ I 111 II fii nmiinn rmrn r- ■=**^ 



ELI BOOT SHOP 



We have 
built this 
Shoe 
over one 
of our 
custom 
lasts, of 
dark tan 
Russian 
calf. 
Invisible 
eyelets to 
top. 



$5 



1004 Chapal St. 

Opp. Osborn Hall 



